KRISHNA*
( Dancing on the hydra-hooded Serpent Kaliya)

With lilts of dance thy purple lightning

Startles our global gloom:
On the hood of Death thy figure sways

Like a lotus on a tomb.

Thou leaven'st shadows with thy laughter's

Radiant loveliness,
Fashioning magic pictures from

Life's stuff of dark distress.

All, all who hearken to thy flutelet

Find that beside its strain
Of ecstasy earth's happiest music

Sounds like a. note of pain.

Thy beauty, in the heart once bloomed,

Nor fades nor dies again:
Thy touch of gold transmutes desire

To Love that cannot wane.
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